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Dangerous Type 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by the Letters to Cleo cover version of \"Dangerous Type\". 


PROLOGUE 


The cafeteria is its usual hustle and bustle of hungry students. People call out to each other and trays clatter 


against Formica table tops. The smell of fried food is almost as strong as the noise is loud. 


But | hear nor see any of it. I've been banished to the furthest, darkest corner of the dining room. The corner 
reserved for the freaks and social outcasts, those that don't fit into mainstream school life. The unseen 


ghosts that flit from class to gym to cafeteria without so much as a single word to another human. 


| sit and watch those normal enough to fit, the popular or the merely liked as they race between the tables. 
Always in a hurry, never the time to stop. | pick at my pathetic lunch of fries and salad as my boyfriend 


nuzzles my neck, whispering sweet nothings in my ear. 


Two of my friends - the impossibly goofy Lucas and the stupidly smart Michael - walk past, trays in their 
hands. | smile and raise my hand in greeting but they look straight through me. To them, I'm now nothing, 


consigned to the scrapheap of broken friendship for a choice | made a mere eight weeks ago. 


So how did | go from having friends and a life to being the school's second freak? Let me tell you.. 
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There's a nudge at my shoulder and | look up to see my friend Michael staring down at me. His blue eyes 
nervously flick between mine and something behind me. 


"Don't look now," he whispers consiprationally, "but the weird guy's staring at you again" 


Dropping my pencil to the desk, | tilt my head and look at the class’ reflection in the windows. Sure enough, the 
weirdo's staring at me again. His hooded eyes catch mine in the glass and | quickly look away, fingers scratching 
for the pencil in front of me. Fuckin’ freak's been watching me for weeks now. 


| look up at Michael and shrug, rolling my eyes as | do. He smiles and pats my shoulder before going back to 


his own seat. 


A moment later and the bell's ringing, thankfully signalling the end of another boring class. As | stuff my books 
into my bag, | can feel his eyes boring into the back of my head. Shivering, | quickly leave the room and head 


out into the corridor. 


There may be a thousand people all jostling each other and yelling at people, but | feel oddly alone. | know he's 
behind me. Even though | can't see or hear him, | know that's he a few feet behind me, his movements 
mirroring mine. | cringe at the thought of him being near me, his eyes piercing into my skull as he reads my 


thoughts, watching me from afar. 

"Yo, yo! YO!" A voice | recognise suddenly makes me jump but it's good. It means he won't come near me. 
Lucas skids to a stop beside me, a goofy grin on his face as he pushes waves of black hair out of his face. 
"Don't creep up on me like that!" | hiss. 

Lucas shrugs, the grin not leaving his face. "l'm sorry, man. | just had to catch you before next period, you 
know?" He springs along beside me like some out of control puppy, his fingers tapping my arm. "Hey, dude, are 
you coming to music Tonight?" 

| nod and grin. Music is our code word for taking over the auditorium after school. We drag out every 
instrument that the school have moth-balled and jam, dreams of being famous dancing through our heads as 


we rip out our favourite sonas. It's a great pressure release, especially from the eyes of a certain stalker. | 
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have no idea why the freak seems to have eyes for me. I'm a fuckin’ guy for crying out loud. lim not going to 


jump into bed with him. 


| shiver at the thought just as Lucas’ hand drops onto my shoulder. He notices and looks at me, his shining 


eyes concerned for once. 
"Dude, you cannot let this guy worry you." 
| shake my head and shrug. "It's fine. He'll fuck off eventually.” 


Lucas cocks an eyebrow. "If you're sure" He grins again before ruffling my hair. | give him a half-hearted 


glare. "Look, man, I'll see you later okay? Don't forget the tunes!" 


And with that he's gone, lost in the throngs of people. | turn to my locker and my stalker's there, leaning 
against a wall just down the hall. He can see me and | can see him, but everyone else is completely oblivious to 


this little game. He'll stand there, hair in his eyes and a grin on his face, watching me, mentally eating me up. 
Fuck off! | mouth but he carries on grinning, fingers flicking strands of hair out of his eyes. 


Quickly, | turn away and open my locker, throwing my books in and pulling out the next batch. Stuffing them 
into my bag, | glance over my shoulder. Like a pale ghost, he's disappeared, melting into the crowds. Good. 


Means | can get to my next class without feeling like I'm someone's next meal. 


| couldn't tell you when it all began; someone just noticed the school freak watching me. He was harmless at 
first. I'd catch him watching me in class, eyes boring into me me like some corrupt guardian angel. Then he 
started turning up wherever | was. He'd be by my locker after class or next to me in the showers. That's 
when it started creeping me out because he wasn't just watching me anymore. He was mentally undressing me, 


licking his lips as his eyes looked at my cock. 


He shouldn't scare me but he does. He seriously creeps me out. Sure, if he so much as breathes on me I'll 
knock him out but there's something else about him. Something else that makes me not want to hit him. 
Something.. dangerous. And it's the kind of danger that somewhere, in my brain, turns me on. There's been 
rumours around school that he's gay and a sexual predator. The word on the street is that I'm his next 
"victim". Me?! The meek and mild little guy. Part of me wants to see what he'll do but most of me doesn't 
want to get tangled up with him. But | have a feeling that I'm going to have to. And that makes me nervous. 


Very nervous. 


| creep into English and slide into my seat just as Michael drops a crumpled ball of paper onto my desk | give 


him a quizzical look, my eyebrow arching. He just sighs, his whole demeanour screaming defeat. 


Its from your boyfriend," he sighs, adding unnecessary emphasis to boyfriend. "Please, just tell him you're 
straight so that | don't wind up as your fuckin’ messenger boy." 


| open my mouth, to ask him about jamming tonight but he's already stomped off. | turn and watch as he 


slumps into his desk, glaring at me with his arms folded across his chest. | sigh and unwrap the paper. The 
weirdo's now picking away at my friends too and that pisses me off. Fine, keep staring and following me, but 
don't get my fuckin’ friends involved as well. | don't have that many friends as it is and | don't particularly 
want to lose them. But maybe thats what he wants? Wants me to have no-one so that I'll fall under his spell 


and become his forever. 
| look down at the paper. 
/ THNK YOURE PRETTY. 


That's it, nothing else. Just those four small words written in scrawled capital letters. Four, little words that 
make the bile rise to my throat. Someone, a guy no less, thinks I'm pretty. | don't want this. Or do |? 


English class slips by in a blur as my head swims, the four words he's written playing over and over in my 
mind. Maybe | should just speak to him and find out what he wants, try and work this out. But, from what I've 


heard, seen and now read, it's my ass that he wants. 


The final bell of the day rings and, mentally exhausted, | grab my stuff and leave. There's only one place l'm 
heading now and its the auditorium. 


woun 


Lucas is already waiting for me, a bass guitar strung around his neck as he slouches against the piano. Every 
school has a shitty piano and no amount of tuning will get this one to hold a decent note. 


"Dude." He pushes himself from the piano and effortlessly steps from the stage. "That freakizoid gave me this 
to give To you." 


Lucas plucks a red rose from the neck of his bass and hands it to me. | thought it was just Lucas being, well, 
Lucas. A little weird and a little trippy. But obviously not, the flower was intended for me. | cradle the rose in 
my hands, looking at it. | suppose it's a good representation of him; beautiful to look at but with with a thorny 
motive. | realise there's paper twisted around the thorns. Wincing and with a heavy heart, | gently pluck it off 
and unravel it. Again, the scrawled capitals jump off the page at me. 


/ LIKE YOUR EYES. THEYRE PRETTY. JUST LIKE YOU 


| just stand and stare at it, not quite sure what to make of it. It's freaky but no-one's ever called me pretty 
before. Do | take it as a compliment? Or the ramblings of the school's resident psycho? 


"What the fuck is that?" Michael's suddenly in front of me, a guitar case in one hand. 


| look at him and watch as his piercing blue eyes narrow. 


It's a rose," | quietly reply, guiltily letting it hang from my fingers. 


From the way he's looking at me, | feel like I've been caught stealing Girl Scout cookies. He drops the guitar and 
walks up to me, staring me straight in the eye. | back up a little, genuinely scared of a pissed-off Michael. He 
may be pretty when he's in a good mood but he can be the devil incarnate when he's mad. The one good thing 
about Michael is he looks out for his friends. 


Its from him isn't it" ts not a question and it doesn't need to be. He just knows. 


| swallow and nod, not really wanting to face up to Michael's wrath. He snatches the rose from my hand and 


holds it in front of my face, his own face letting the evil Michael out. 


"You DO NOT need this shit! Don't start falling it for it, dude. Just because someone's shown a tiny bit of 
interest in you, don't give in This guy is a psycho. You know that!" He looks me up and down. "Besides, you're 


straight." 
| swallow, my eyes dropping to the floor and my hands twisting in front of me. 
"What if lim not?" | whisper. 


"Oh hell no!" | hear Michael yell. "You will not even start thinking those thoughts! You are not gay, man. What 
about that little dark-haired chick? You had fun with her, didn't you?" 


| nod, eyes still on the floor, feeling like I'm being told off by the school's most horrendous teacher. Hands clasp 


my face and Michael forces me to look him in the eye. 


"You're not a faggot, man. You're as straight as a die and | don't want to hear anything else come out of your 
mouth, okay? You're not going to let this guy get to you. Because he's a psycho and | don't want to be 


collecting you from the emergency room because he's cornered you and raped you." 


| feel my heart drop. This guy wouldn't go that far would he? He wouldn't hold me down and fuck me? | drop 
my eyes as Michael drops his hands, stepping from one foot to the other as my cock twitches. It's an idea 
that | might be able to play along with. | feel a tear prick my eyes as | watch petals flutter to the ground. The 
only gift I've been given by an admirer is being torn up in front of me. But with it goes a little of the anxiety 


and fear I've been feeling, the nervousness of having my every move scrutinised. 
Michael sighs, "Right, let's jam before | beat the shit out of this one for being a stupid fucker." 


| don't want to but it looks like I'm relegated to singing tonight. Sighing, | step onto the stage and wrap a hand 


around the mic stand, preparing to sing some of the stress out. 


wun 


Michael and Lucas - the fuckers - have done a runner, leaving me to clear away any evidence of our 
existence. They mumbled something about having to get home but there seemed to be something else to their 
sudden desperation to leave. | think they're getting freaked out by this guy and | really can't blame them. It 
must be quite disconcerting to have the school freak hand you love notes and flowers to give to your best, 


very male, friend. 


| hate stowing our gear in the backstage area. Its dark and rumoured to be haunted. Not that | believe those 
spook stories just like | don't believe the stories of him being a predator. 


Taking apart the drum kit, | carefully carry it through the heavy curtains, trying nimbly to step over any odd 
ropes. There's a musty smell back here; old make-up, sweat and the ghosts of past productions. It's pitch black 
and, with the bass drum balanced against a knee, | hunt around for a light switch. | find and flick it, the light 
feebly illuminating only a tiny circle of old wood. My footsteps creak as | find the unknown corner where we 


shove the stuff. 


Putting the drum in its hidey-hole, | feel the hairs on the back of my neck rise. Something's not right and | 
suddenly feel uneasy. But | shake it off. | always feel ill when coming back here, as if the eyes of some long 
dead student are watching me. As | straighten up, something creaks behind me. | swing round, desperately 
searching the darkness for a clue of whatever's watching me. But there's nothing there except for abandoned 


props and musty sandbags. 


Taking a deep breath, | walk back out onto the stage, relieved to be in some natural light. My heart's beating 
fast as it always seems to do whenever | have to confront the spooks of the school. I've just never had to 


crawl around this darkened space alone. 

With trepidation in my step, | collect a cymbal stand and slowly head back into the darkness. I'm nearly done. 
There's only a mic stand and a guitar to hide now before | can go home and leave this creepy place behind. As 
| bend to put it away a floorboard creaks behind me. With my heart pounding in my ears, | shoot upwards, 
every nerve in my body tingling. My eyes dart from side to side, searching the heavy shadows. 

My voice quivers, "Who's there?" 

There's nothing, no sound, no movement. And suddenly, he's here, melting from the shadows and into the low 
light that I'm standing in. | jump back, my skin tingling with goosebumps as | stare at him, terrified. He slowly 
walks up to me, eyes wide with concern as he reaches out a hand. 

"Please don't be scared," he whispers, his voice sounding on the verge of tears. 


Suddenly | feel anger begin to boil in myself and my hands bunch into fists, ready to hit his perfect face. 


"Why not?" | spit. "You've followed me around for weeks, sent me little love notes and scared off my fuckin 


friends. Give me one good reason why | shouldn't break your face?" 


| hear him sniff and he lowers his head, long hair hiding his eyes. 


"Because that's what | want." His slender hands clasp in front of him, fingers twisting around each other. “All | 


wanted was a friend." 


Its still no good. | can't understand why this guy's spent the last several week spying on me just to tell me 


this. 


"So you thought you'd fuckin’ spy on me then?" My face is flushed red-hot and | want to walk away. But 


there's something holding me back, something almost magical that's keeping me here. 

He nods and | can see his throat working as he fights back tears. There's something about the skinny guy in 
front of me, his skin almost translucent in the dim light. | see a single tear fall from his bowed head, silently 
splashing to the wooden boards. | sigh and feel my angry self disappear. | reach out a hand and gently stroke 
his shoulder. Instantly his head snaps up and now he's the one to look terrified. 


"Please don't hit me," he quietly chokes. "| didn't mean any harm." 


| smile a little, watching the gems of eyes glaze and tremble with fear. "It's okay. I'm not going to hit you." | 


shrug. "| just want to know why you sent me notes and flowers." 
Its his turn to shrug as he cocks his head, stroking his soft cheek against my hand. 


| wanted to be friends with you but I'm shy. | couldn't talk to you because you were always surrounded by 
people and they would have laughed at me." 


"So you decided to follow me instead?" l'm starting to warm to this guy. He's obviously a little misunderstood, 


obviously didn't know how to strike up a conversation with someone. 

He nods, fear still in his eyes. 

"But why the flower?" 

He steps up to me and rests his head against my shoulder, looking up into my eyes. 


"Because you're pretty," he whispers. He reaches out a hand and strokes my cheek. "You're so very pretty 
Izzy. Will you be my friend?" 


How the fuck can | not give in to those eyes and that quiet voice? How can | not give in to feather soft 
fingers stroking my cheek and warm breath against my skin? So | nod and bring a hand up to stroke that 
poker-straight red hair. 


"Sure," | quietly reply as | try not to break the spell. "I'll be your friend” 


A beautiful smile curves his lips and | feel them gently press against mine. It takes my breath away in a way | 


didn't think it would. I'll be forever labelled a fag for this, but | really don't care. 


~~~The End 


